On my wool-quilt deep
you'd finer sleep.
Your quilt of shadowed stone,
shepherd,
and your shirt of frost,
shepherd,
grey rushes of the winter
on the night-tide of your bed.
The oak-roots weave their needles,
shepherd,
Beneath your pillow silently,
shepherd,
and if you hear a woman's voice -
it's the torn voice of the stream.
Shepherd, shepherd.
What does the hillside want of you,
Shepherd?
Hillside of bitter weeds.
What child is killing you?
The thorn the broom-tree bore!
[She starts to leave and meets VICTOR as he enters.]
VICTOR [happily]: Where is all this beauty going?
TERM A: Was that you singing?
VICTOR: Yes.
YERMA: How well you sing! I'd never heard you.
VICTOR: No?
YBRMA: And what a vibrant voice! It's like a stream of water that
fills your mouth.
VICTOR: I'm always happy.
YERMA: That's true.
VICTOR: Just as you're sad,
YERMA: f m not usually sad, but I have reason to be,
VICTOR: And your husband's sadder than you.
YERMA: He is, yes. It's his character - dry.
VICTOR: He was always like that.